206  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
to-day, and when we read our newspaper
and take up its cry, above all its cry of
hatred, we will not think very carefully,
for we hear the marching feet. When,
Spenser wrote of Ireland he wrote as an
official, and out of thoughts and emotions
that had been organised by the State.
He was the first of many Englishmen to
see nothing but what he was desired to see.
Could he have gone there as a poet merely,
he might have found among its poets more
wonderful imaginations than even those
islands of Phaedria and Acrasia. He would
have found among wandering story-tellers,
not indeed his own power of rich, sustained
description, for that belongs to lettered
ease, but certainly all the kingdom of
Faerie, still unfaded, of which his own
poetry was often but a troubled image.
He would have found men doing by swift
strokes of the imagination much that he
was doing with painful intellect, with that
imaginative reason that soon was to drive
out imagination altogether and for a long
time. He would have met with, at his
own door, story-tellers among whom the
perfection of Greek art was indeed as
unknown as his own power of sustained